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On Sunday Night Laſt : 


Concerving the Murder of Date 


Hamilton, and the Peace. 


£ 


In ſmoaky Clouds conerald her raidare Head, 
And ver 1 Earth a ſihſe Veil had ſpread: 


v As | in the midlt 50 a dark 80 Wa 
? When pale · facd Cynthia, ſparing of her Laght, 


When all was huſhe, each happy tural Swain, 
Ia gentle Sleep, forgor his Toll and Pain: | 
Thc weary Lover clogd his drowſic Eves, 
In pleaſing Dreams reacting former Joys. 
The Miſer nodded o'er his much ſov'd Gold, 
Forgot his God, and left his Gaiy untold: 
Even Mother Nature ſcem'd her ſelf to ſeep, 
And all the World. a general Silence keeps 
But yet mySoul no reſt: could find, 
Ansious my Thoughts, per ple ted was my batt. 
4mbition,. that dire Torment of the Great, 
* „Fietole Spirits fil doth Wai, 


And 


i numerous Cares my labourin 


hen on a ſudden, through the 


Soul oppreſt, 
12 of Night, 
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an Kage and Envy ika my . Breaſt, ._ 


an a refulgent but uncommon  Ligh 1 xy 15 


7 _ 4 4 - 1 A 


127 


0 at ay Bed a \ feightful Shae did hand, 

| Ga a blood). Doggy in his Hand; | 
{With gaping Wounds his Body markt all Oct, 
Pale was his Face, and clotted all wich gore. 

In ſuch a dreadful Form appeat d he Sprighe 
That ſummon'd Brutus to Philippt's' Figur. 
A ſudden Trembling fciz'd each vital Pare, 
The crimſon Flood ran backward to my Heart : 
Fd were my Eyes, and | with horror gaz d 
Upon the frightful Form, with Fear amaz d. 
To ſpeak 1 Qrove, --- my ſtammer d Speeches hang 
In broken Accents, on my fault ring Tongue. 
At length the airy Phantaſm ſilence broke, 


J And thus the ghaſtly, decadlal Spectre ſpoke. 


| Ceaſe R.. d, ceafc to rage, tis all in yain 
| | For Machavillian Plots to rack your Brain: 
Tis now for Policick Intreigues too late, 
0 Fix'd is the irrevocable Will of Fate 
# Albion no more the rage of War ſhall mourn 
= But Halcyon Days to her ſhall ſoon return; 
No more her braveſt Sons ſhall Victims be 
Jo a Fanatick Leader's Treachery ; 
No more her Youth ſhall hear the thrill 1 
Ol Trumpets ſounding the dread Charge to Arms: 
Sbe mult, in ſpig hic of all your Tricks of late, 
la pPEAC E be 5 Glorious and Great: 
Nor muſt her Happincſs ſoon find anoy, 
Long muſt her BliG, and Laſting be her Joy: 
0 "Tis fix d by Fate. Did I not ery each wa 
To ſtop the approach of that Auſpicious 
Did i not uſe all mcans that might prevent 
F | The bet of Monarchs in the beſt Intent? 
Did we not HA MILTON of Life bcreave, 
From whom Britannia (hould the Gift receive ? 
- urfe's gu Thought, curſe on Patkartnep's Tongue, J 
127-7 vel” my Sword unto his Cauſe he won. - 
Hy he not rais'd my Paſſion, back'd my Rage, 
Aud prompt me in my Fury to engage, : "4 
That Brave, that Generous Man, had livd ro fee . fl 
| Brizafrs luy'd il: from War's Alarms ſet free: 34 
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